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parlance, was rugged, easy to maintain,
and equipped for a variety of ground-
attack roles, making it popular for
counterinsurgency  operations among
rulers of the Third World's teetering
Marxist  regimes.  Western  military
intelligence was interested in it, too,
because it carried the first production
version of the Soviet OC-27/K target-
designating and -tracking computer, which
the counter-measures experts were
anxious to learn more about.

Like most Soviet aircraft, ships, and
ground units, the MIG carried a black box
that could compute its position accurate to
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when he took off on a training flight from
Ziganda, one of the two Madagascar
states into which the former Malagasy
Republic had fragmented, was that aboard
the Australian destroyer cruising fifty miles
offshore was a group of professional
mischiefmakers with some highly classified
equipment, which in conjunction with
transmissions from the USAF high-altitude
bomber that just happened to be pass-ing
over at the time, was causing Mungabo's
black box to come up with wrong
numbers. He turned back after becoming
hopelessly lost over the ocean, but missed
the tip of Madagascar completely and
ended up off the coast of the South
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ficially. Mungabo swore upon his return
that he saw the plane go down in the sea.
The South Africans said he must have
been mistaken: the plane crashed on the
shore and exploded. They even produced
pieces of twisted wreckage to prove it. But
the Soviet engineers who arrived in
Ziganda to examine the remains were
suspicious. The damage, they said, was
more consistent with demolition by
explosives than with a crash. And it
seemed strange that not one piece of the
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accusations and denials continued for a
while longer.

But by that time, specialists in several
Western military laboratories were already
acquiring some interesting new toys to
occupy them. The OC-27/K target-
designating and -tracking computer found
its way to the US Air Force Systems
Command's Cambridge Research Labs at
Hanscom Field, near Bedford,
Massachusetts.

CHAPTER ONE

Dr. Paula Bryce brushed a curl of blond
hair from her forehead and studied the
waveforms on one of the display screens
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commanded a reconfiguration of the
circuit diagram showing on another
screen. "That's better," she said. "D-three
has to be the synch. E-six is coupled
capacitively to the second-stage gate."

On a bench a few feet away, the
Russian computer had been stripped down
into an assortment of frames and
subassemblies that were now lying spread
out amid tangles of interconnecting wires
and test leads. Ed Sutton, another Air
Force communications scientist, peered
through a microscope at a detail of one of
the boards and repositioned a miniature
probe clipped to it. "That's it again with
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"Bingo?"

"It's triggering. . . . Threshold's about
point two of a volt."

"So it is differential?"

"Come and look."

"But not for noise rejection?"
"Uh-uh. That wouldn't figure."

Sutton straightened up from the
microscope and sat down on the stool
behind him. He pivoted himself to look
across in Paula's direction. "It's starting to
look the way you guessed,"



from the aircraft's grid-fix."

Paula nodded. "Air-to-ground fire-and-
forget."

"That was a pretty good hunch you
had."

"Not really. It's a modification of
something I've seen before. This version
would permit tighter evasive maneuvers
while attacking." Paula shifted her gaze to
a screen displaying text, and began
updating her notes. As she tapped deftly
at the pad, glancing intermittently at the
display of the reconstructed circuit and the
data alongside, she was aware of Sutton
staring over the cubicle between them.
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clip, broke free into unruly wisps wherever
it got the chance. Her features were clear,
but somewhat sharp with a prominent
bone structure, and her nose a shade too
large and her chin too jutting to qualify
her as glamorous. Nevertheless, men
found her candid, light-gray eyes and the
pert set of her mouth attractive in a way
that derived from her poise and the self-
assurance that it radiated, rather than
from looks. "Challenging," was how many
of them said they found her. She didn't
find that especially complimentary. If they
meant formidable'as an object of
conquest, it wasn't exactly flattering, while
if it referred to something ego-related in
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recognize that the challenge was to avoid
being placed in either of those categories.
It was too subtle to be articulated, for the
whole purpose of the game was to divine
its rules, but the few who could pass -
those were the really interesting ones.

"Good reason to celebrate, maybe,"
Sutton ventured after a while.

"Really?" Paula continued entering her
notes. Typically, he was waiting for her to
put the proposition. Just for once, why
couldn't he simply say straight out what
was on his mind?
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tion lodge up there, you know. Good
skiing area in winter. Ever get up that
way?"

"No, I never did." Paula sighed inwardly
with exasperation. The stupid thing was
that Sutton wasn't too bad a guy. His
being the man had nothing to do with her
refusing to help him out, or with any
hangup about who was supposed to make
a first move to whom. It was simply that
the matter seemed important to him, while
it wasn't especially important to her.
Therefore the game required him to do
something about it. That was what the
challenge was all about.
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and as she swung the unit toward her, a
picture appeared of a pinkish, heavy-
jawed face with crinkly yellow hair combed
back from its forehead. It was Colonel
Raymond, who headed the section. He
was framed against a background that
included part of a picture hanging in a
conference room two floors up from the

"Paula, I'm with some people here in G-
eighteen. We've, ah, got something we'd
like you in on. Can you get up here right
away?"

"Sure thing. . . . Oh, will you want the
latest on Squid?" "Squid" was the code
word for the OC-27/K computer.



"That's good." The screen blanked out.

Paula closed the log on the other
screen, got up from her chair, and tidied
together the papers she had been using.
"I've updated the log for Charley and Bob
when they get back from lunch," she
called back from the door as she left. "And
yes, siding's okay."

Sutton shook his head and looked back
at the disemboweled Soviet computer. He
wasn't sure why he persisted in making a
fool of himself from time to time like this.
It made him uncomfortable, and he was
always secretly relieved inside when she
turned him down or the subject changed.
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The picture showing on the large
wallscreen facing one end of the
conference table was of a prototype
habitat designed to test ideas and
technologies for living in space. It housed
over twelve thousand people, in an
immense torus more than a mile in
diameter. Six spokes - three thick, major
ones alternating with three thinner ones -
connected the torus to a central hub
structure. Part of the image was shown in
cutaway to reveal miniature cityscapes and
residential areas alternating with multilevel
agricultural sectors and parks. At intervals
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into space, more than fifty vyears
previously. They claimed that it symbolized
the peaceful goals of their space program
and would stand as a showpiece to the
world of what a Marxist economic system
could achieve. Completion of "Mermaid,"
as the structure was code-named by the
Western intelligence community, was
targeted for the following year, to coincide
with the centenary celebration of the
Russian Revolution.

Gerald Kehrn, from the staff of the
assistant secretary of defense for
international security, was more concerned
about the colony's suspected hidden
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screen as he spoke. "Then, about a year
ago, an East German defector appeared in
Austria, who claimed to have worked on
construction of Tereshkova from 2013 to
2014. He was brought back to the States,
and in the course of further interrogations
described some of the hardware that he'd
seen, and in some cases helped install."

Dr. Jonathan Watts, a civilian adviser
with the decade-old US Space Force, who
had come with Kehrn from the Pentagon,
interjected for Paula's benefit, "Big-mother
X-ray lasers. Nuclear-driven microwave
pulses strong enough to melt metal. A
giant accelerator track buried inside the
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way, changing expression constantly
behind black, heavy-rimmed spectacles.
"Other
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parts of the place seemed to be for
launching ejectable modules, probably
fission-pumped eggbuster lasers. And
according to other reports, certain key
parts of the structure are double-shelled
and hardened against incoming beams."

"Yet nobody else has seen a hint of all
this," Paula remarked. "Enough visitors
have been through the place, haven't
they?"
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miles around, not counting the hub.
There'd be enough room backstage to hide
the kinds of things we're talking about."

Paula nodded and looked again at the
image on the screen. Except for its inner
surface - the "roof" facing the hub - the
main torus was not visible directly; it
moved inside a tirelike outer shield of
sintered Ilunar rock which, to avoid
needless structural loading, didn't rotate
with the rest of the colony. The shield was
to exclude cosmic rays. Supposedly. Or
was that another part of the defensive
hardening? The question had doubtless



chairing the proceedings, was a broad-
framed, craggy-featured man with a dark
chin, moody eyes, and gray, wiry, short-
cropped hair. He was Bernard Foleda,
deputy director of the Pentagon's Unified
Defense Intelligence Agency, and had
arranged the meeting. The UDIA was
essentially an expanded version of the
former Defense Intelligence Agency, now
serving the intelligence needs of the Space
Force in addition to those of the traditional
services. He had said little since Paula's
arrival, tending instead to sit back for most
of the time, watching and listening
impassively. At this point, however, he



to check out." Foleda spoke in a low-
pitched, throaty voice that carried without
having to be raised. "We put a lot of
people on it. To cut a long story short, we
succeeded in recruiting one of the people
who worked on Tereshkova - a Russian,
who was code-named 'Magician."

Paula's eyebrows lifted. "As a source?
You mean you actually got yourselves an
inside man up there?"
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Foleda nodded. "Luck played a part in it.
He was someone we'd had connections
with for a while. The details don't matter.
Magician was an electrical maintenance
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the easiest place to get information back
from. The snippets he did get out to us
were tantalizing. He indicated that he'd
collected a whole package together, but
he couldn't get it down to us. The security
checks on everybody who came back for
leave or whatever were too strict. He
wouldn't risk it. But what he said he had
up there sounded like dynamite. We
christened it the 'Tangerine' file."

"Dynamite," Jonathan Watts repeated,
tossing up his hands again. "Weapon
specs, pictures, firepowers, ranges,
configuration data, parts lists, blueprints,



an idea." He stopped and then looked at
Colonel Raymond. "It might be better if
you explain the technicalities," he
suggested.

Raymond turned his head toward Paula.
"It involved the packet-header and
checksum protocols used in the Soviet
communications link down from Mermaid."
Paula nodded. The terms related to data-
communications networks.

In many ways, communications
networks are like road systems: their
purpose is to move traffic quickly from one
place to another with  minimum
congestion. They therefore present similar
problems to their designers. Speed is
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as close a resemblance as possible to
whatever left the departure point.

Also important in both fields is using
system resources efficiently, which means
avoiding situations in which some channels
become choked while others are not being
used at all. Thus, morning commuters
seek out alternative routes for getting to
work, which spreads traffic out over all the
available roads, to come together at a
common destination. A standard technique
for sending large files of information from
one computer to another through a
communications network works the same
way. The sending computer breaks
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follow different routes through the
network to the destination, with different
computers along the way deciding from
moment to moment which way to route
any given packet, depending on the
conditions at the time.

To quard against errors due to
interference, equipment faults, or other
causes, the computer at the sending end
uses the data content of a packet to
compute a mathematical function known
as a "checksum," which it sends along
with the message. The receiving computer
performs the same calculation on what
should be the same data and compares its
checksum with the one that has been



Raymond went on, "We figured out a
way to transmit Magician's Tangerine file
down, using the Russians' own Earthlink.
Basically the idea was very simple: rig the
packets to carry a bad checksum, which
means that the receiving Soviet
groundstation throws them out as
garbage. But NSA is watchlisting the
mismatches. Get it?"

Paula was already nodding and smiling
faintly. It was neat. When the checksums
failed to match, the receiving computer
would simply assume that the message it
had assembled was corrupted, disregard
it, and signal for a repeat transmission.
What Colonel Raymond was saying was
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message-processing computers at the
Soviet groundstation. But the computers in
the US National Security Agency's
receiving posts in Japan, Australia, Britain,
and elsewhere, which eavesdropped on
the Soviets' communications all the time -
and just about everyone else's, too, for
that matter - would be programmed to
look for just those mismatches. Thus they
would be able to intercept the information
that the Soviet system ignored. (It went
without saying that it would be a simple
matter to abort the retransmission
attempts for each packet after a couple of
tries, to avoid getting the system into a
loop that would otherwise go on forever.)
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"He was a maintenance supervisor,"
Raymond reminded her. "That part was
okay."

"Yes, but it would involve actually
getting into the system software
somehow, and tampering with it. Was that
really Magician's field?"

Foleda gave a heavy sigh. "You've hit it,
right on the nail."

Paula glanced around quickly. "I take it
from the way we're talking that this didn't
work out."”
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and he was confident he could hack it. ...
But something went wrong. He got
caught. The last we heard he was back in
Moscow - in the Lubyanka jail."

"The Tangerine file wasn't transmitted?"
Paula said.

Foleda shook his head. "Nothing ever
came through."

"Presumably they got him first," Kehrn
said, still below the wallscreen. He came
back to the table and sat down at last.

Paula looked away and gazed at the
image of Valentina Tereshkova again while
she thought over what had been said. So,
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West had been putting up for the past
decade. But why did that call for the
meeting in progress now, and in particular
her presence at it? Then it came to her
suddenly what the meeting was all about.
She jerked her head away from the screen
to look at Raymond and Foleda. "That file
is still up there," she said.

"Right on the nail, again," Foleda
confirmed. "Magician managed to get a
message through to us after he was
arrested - it doesn't matter how - saying
that as a precaution, he created a backup
copy of the file. Apparently the Soviets
never found out about it." Foleda gestured
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have is somebody up there who would
know how to break into a Russian
computer system and use it."

Paula stared hard at him as the meaning
of it all became
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clear. They had risked wusing a
nonspecialist, and the gamble had failed.
But by a small miracle, the prize was still
waiting to be claimed. This time they
wanted an expert.

She swallowed and shifted her gaze
from one to another of the faces staring



"Now wait a minute," Paula had
repeated in the privacy of Colonel
Raymond's office an hour after the
meeting ended. "My degrees are in
electronics and computer communications.
I'm a scientist. If I wanted to get mixed up
in this kind of business I'd have joined
Foleda's outfit or the CIA, not the Air
Force."

"But this job needs your kind of
expertise," Raymond had said. "And the
way they've got it figured out, it wouldn't
really be that risky."

"Tell that to the last guy who tried. He's
in Lubyanka prison."
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"Except a Soviet space station nearly
two hundred thousand miles out."

"Kehrn explained how that could be
arranged. . . . Paula, just promise that
you'll take a few minutes to think over
how important this is, would you, please?
It's not only the potential military value of
getting detailed intelligence on those
weapons. The political implications are
monumental. The unaligned great powers
that we've seen emerging in this century -
Japan, China, Brazil, the Southeast Asian
alliance - have tended to regard both us
and the Russians as equally crooked in the
long run, and played us off against
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world, irrefutably and finally, that all the
assurances we've been hearing about how
the Soviets have changed but nobody
understands them are just as much
horseshit as everything else they've told us
over the years. It would show that we are
not victims of paranoia . . . that our
suspicions all along have been grounded in
reality, and their aim is still to spread their
system worldwide, by force or otherwise,
as much as it ever was. But against the
lineup of global power that this could
mean, they'd be powerless - ruined
politically. This 'Pedestal' operation that
Foleda's people are talking about could be
it, Paula, the end of the line for them -



mistake, she decided: she'd agreed to
think about it.

A male voice that incongruously blended
an American twang with a guttural Russian
accent spoke from a loudspeaker
somewhere overhead and interrupted her
reverie. "Ladies and gentlemen, we are
now approaching Valentina Tereshkova
and should be docking in approximately
twenty minutes. Arrival formalities will be
minimal, and there will be refreshments
while we hear a short address in the hub
reception lounge before commencing our
tour. The Soviet Ministry of Space Sciences
hopes that despite the limited space



cabin, Tereshkova was almost a full circle,
highlighted as two brilliant crescents
slashed in the black background by the
Sun off to one side. Around Paula, the
other passengers were stirring and
becoming talkative again, and those who
had been asleep were stretching, yawning,
patting hair back into shape, and
refastening ties and shirtcuffs. There were
a hundred or so altogether - mainly
political and military figures, scientists, and
reporters from Western and Asian nations
- invited"on a special visit to the colony to
commemorate the Soviets' centennial May
Day. The voyage from the low-Earth-
orbiting transfer platform where they had



spPdCCIigrt 10r most Ol ek, e 1nitidi
excitement had lasted only so long, even
with reced-
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ing views of Earth coming through on
the screen periodically to relieve the
unchanging starfield. Now there was
something new to see.

"Time to wake up," she murmured to
the man sprawled in the seat next to her,
a still-open magazine resting loosely
between his fingers. "We're here.
Welcome to Orbitskigrad."
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mixture of a yawn and a groan, and
relaxed. Then he rubbed his eyes, sat up
in his seat, and looked around. "Home,
home at Lagrange?" he murmured.

He was in his late thirties, solid but
athletically built, and had straight dark hair
parted conventionally, brown eyes that
were alert and humorous most of the time
but could be reflective when the occasion
demanded, and a clean-cut, square-jawed
face with a tight, upturned mouth. This
kind of thing was his business. He was a
civilian agent from a department that
Bernard Foleda ran somewhere in the
murkier depths of the UDIA, known
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"Quite an experience, eh, General?"
someone inquired in the row behind them.

"More boring than driving across Texas,"
another voice drawled loudly in reply.

"The people don't seem exactly wild
with excitement," Earnshaw said, closing
the magazine and slipping it back in the
pouch in front of him. "That's what you
get when a generation raised on
electronics grows up. Gotta have new
stimulation all the time."

"Reality can be a good substitute," Paula
answered dryly.

"So long as you don't get hooked on it."
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round, transfer orders had come through
with amazing rapidity, assigning her to
temporary duty with the UDIA. She had
moved from Massachusetts to Washington
within a week, and after a crash course in
regulations and procedures for offplanet
du-
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ties, she found herself in orbit aboard a
USSF manned platform as one of a dozen
trainees undergoing practical
familiarization with a space environment.
Talk about personal backgrounds had
been discouraged, so she had learned little
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and had herself been known to the rest
simply as "Joyce." It only occurred to her
later that the entire class had probably
consisted of final candidates for the same
mission. She wondered how many people
that last dozen had been selected from.
Foleda certainly wasn't taking any chances
this time.

Earnshaw had struck her as capable and
self-assured, which she respected, and the
two of them had worked well together on
group tasks, despite her stubborn
independent streak and his perennial
skepticism and refusal or inability to trust
anyone, which at times exasperated her.
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time. It was a pity he was in a profession
that bred such cynicism and suspicion, she
remembered thinking. He might have
made a good scientist.

"What attracted me into science as a
career?" she had answered once to a
question he'd asked her. It was something
they'd talked about during time off and
breaks between classes aboard the space
platform. "I guess because the challenges
were demanding intellectually. It doesn't
leave room for pretentiousness or self-
delusion, as you get in a lot of other areas
- I've never been able to stand phoniness.
It deals in facts and truth, its conclusions



eh?" he'd said, in the way he had of
talking absolutely neutrally when he
wanted to - usually when they drifted into
something controversial - with no
discernible expression or intonation,
neither approving nor disapproving,
agreeing nor disagreeing, encouraging nor
discouraging. Somehow it always had the
effect of opening her up more. She'd
wondered if it was a result of gumshoe
training.

"The rest of the world runs on
deception and
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true has nothing to do with it. What
matters is that everyone buys the product,
votes the right way, and behaves
themselves. I don't know who I blame
most - cynical leaders, or the qgullible
people who listen to them. The irony of it
all is that I should end up here, working
for this outfit." Yet, here she was.

On another occasion, while they were
having lunch together in one of the
Pentagon's cafeterias during the three-
week preparation period after they were
selected, she had said, "You see, the
whole problem with the world is that fools
and fanatics are always so certain of



"Bertrand Russell." She'd waited a
moment while he thought it over. "A
philosopher."

"Philosopher, eh?"

"Sometime back in the last century."
"Just like that?"

"What do you mean, ‘just like that""
"That's how he said it, just like that?"
"I guess so."

Earnshaw had eyed her skeptically, then
asked, "How come he didn't put 'T think' at
the end of it?"
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had enlarged noticeably. Then the view
cut to a close-up of the central part of the
hub  structure with its array of
communications antennas, and the
docking port's outer doors swinging open
to admit the ship. The sight of the bay
inside loomed larger, ablaze with arc
lamps, provoking a twinge of nervousness
inside her. Her second mistake, she
decided, had been to go ahead and think
about it after she'd promised to.

A quarter of an hour later, the
passengers collected their coats, bags, and
other belongings, and exited through the
forward door, moving awkwardly and
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axis. They emerged onto a carpeted
ramp, where smiling attendants in gray
uniforms were waiting to usher them
through to the reception lounge.

CHAPTER THREE

"Dobro pozalovat Vv Valentinu
Tereshkovu," the Russian official said
when they came to the front of the short
line at one of the reception booths. There
had been a baggage check when they
transferred from the surface shuttle in
Earth orbit. He peered at their badges and
switched to English. "Welcome to
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checked the information and picture that
appeared on a screen in front of him, and
entered a code into a keyboard. Then he
repeated the process with the other folder.
"Ms. Shelmer and Mr. Earnshaw, both
from Pacific News Services, Los Angeles,
California." He studied the screen again for
a moment. "Yes, these are correct. What
is the purpose of your visit?" His tone was
one of personal curiosity rather than of
officialdom.

"Special coverage for a consortium of
West Coast agencies," Paula replied.
"We've scheduled a number of special-



good care of you. Can't afford any bad
publicity, eh? I'm sure that Americans
know all about that." The Russian passed
across two prepre-pared ID badges in red
frames. "Wear these at all times for your
own convenience and safety, and remain
within the designated visitor zones, which
are clearly indicated. The stewards
wearing red armbands are at your service
if you have questions or need assistance."
He indicated the camera and other
equipment that Earnshaw was holding.
"Pictures
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Still loping in bounds more than walking
- because of their negligible weight near
the spin axis - they followed a short ramp
to a gate that led from the arrival area into
the reception lounge. Groups of people
were already forming around tables set,
cocktail-party style, with assorted hors
d'oeuvres, breads, meats, and cheeses.
Earnshaw's wrist unit, which looked like an
ordinary computer-communicator, beeped
almost inaudibly as they passed through
the gate. He stopped a few feet into the
lounge to press something on it and
consult the readout.

"That Russian was quite civilized," Paula
said as she stopped alongside him. "Are



"Today, they're all on their best
behavior," Earnshaw said. "Shop window
to the world. Come on, let's get a drink
and eat." They began moving toward the
bar that had been set up by one wall. "Oh,
incidentally" - he made it sound like an
afterthought - "you've just been X-rayed."
Fortunately, the special equipment they
were carrying had been designed with that
kind of possibility in mind, and would have
shown nothing unusual.

For the next half hour or so, the guests
munched on snacks and stretched their
legs as guests of the Soviet press agency
Novosti, while two speakers delivered a
double act that alternated welcoming
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gallery with corridors leading off in all
directions, railed catwalks  above,
machinery  bays  below, doorways
everywhere, and a confusing geometry in
which verticals converged overhead and
the floor was visibly curved.

As they waited to board elevators for
the half-mile "descent" to the rim, Paula
looked around to reconcile the
surroundings with the published
construction plans that she and Earnshaw
had spent hours memorizing. She
wondered if it was significant that the tour
didn't take in any part of the hub system.
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also to a woman behind them, who was
wearing a European Space Agency badge.
"Excuse me," the ESA woman said to the
red-armbanded steward by the door as the
group began shuffling forward into the
elevator.

"Madam?"

"Are we going straight down to the ring
now? We're not going to see anything up
here first?"

"There is really nothing of special
interest to see up here."
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spoke?"

"Only storage tanks - fuel for the Earth
and lunar transporters, various agricultural
and industrial chemicals, and water."

"You must store an enormous amount of
everything. There's nothing else?"

"Just storage tanks, madam."

Earnshaw glanced at Paula and raised
an eyebrow. That was where the
launchers for some of the ejectable
modules that Jonathan Watts had talked
about were supposed to be located.

After the long flight up from Earth orbit,
the return to normal bodyweight as the
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again.

Valentina Tereshkova contained three
built-up urban zones inside its main torus,
which in the official bureaucra-tese of the
predistributed literature were designated,
mind-bogglingly, "high-density residential-
occupational social units." The bureaucrats
didn't have to live there, however, and the
Russian guides who accompanied the
visitors down from the hub referred to
them simply as "towns." Each was
clustered around the base of one of the
major spokes; which formed a central
tower disappearing through the roof to
connect to the hub. Alternating with the



dl DUlit=-up uansportatiorn qarca processing
complexes known simply as Agricultural
Stations 1, 2, and 3.
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The town that the party arrived in was
called Turgenev, and constituted the
administrative and social center. The tour
began with a stop high up on the central
tower above the main square, where the
guides led the visitors through from the
elevators onto an outside terrace for a
general view of the colony. Paula judged
the roof to be fifty to a hundred feet
above where they were standing. The
cross-section of the rim was not circular as
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become the sides. Illumination came from
two rows of what looked like immense,
golden-glowing, venetian-blind slats
receding upward and out of sight with the
sweep of the roof - louvered reflectors
that admitted light from an external mirror
system. Power for the colony's industries
came from nuclear reactors located at the
hub.

Below the terrace, a ribbonlike
miniworld curved away and upward
between enclosing walls a little under a
sixth of a mile apart. The nearer buildings
were higher, merging into a monolith of
tiered plazas, ramps, pedestrian ways, and



acsigns 1ncorporaung picricty or CoOlor drd
glass, intermixed with screens of natural
greenery. The strangest thing was the
geometry, or lack of it - for everywhere
and on all levels, walls met at odd,
asymmetrical angles, passages branched
between buildings, roadways curved
beneath underpasses to emerge in a
different direction, and nothing seemed to
run square to anything else, anywhere.
Presumably the intention was to break up
the underlying continuity and dissolve the
sense of living inside a tube. If so, it
worked.

"The architect who designed this must
have had a fetish about rhomboids," Paula



below, a vehicle emerged from behind a
building, moving along some kind of track.
Farther away, the townscape gave way to
a more open composition of public
buildings and residential units, trees, and
parks, with glints of water in several
places. The terrain climbed on either side
to form a roughly U-shaped valley about a
central strip, with buildings giving way to
terraces
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of crops and pasture strips for animals
farther away in the agricultural zone. Due
to unanticipated difficulties with
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promised when construction commenced.
In some places the metal shoring walls
stood bare between tiers of barren,
grayish-looking soil formed from processed
moondust, and in others the vegetation
was yellowy and limp. Their official line
now was that this was only the first phase,
and aesthetics would be attended to later;
and most reactions were to concede that
that was what experimentation was all
about. This was a prototype colony, after
all.

"Conventional enclosed dwellings are
not functionally necessary, of course, since
the climate can be controlled at all times,"
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normality as far as is practicable. The
designers of Valentina Tereshkova took
the view that the forms of houses which
people have evolved on Earth over long
periods of time best reflect the kinds of
surroundings they prefer to live in. There
seemed no reason to change it - at least,
until much more is known about how
people adapt to living in space.”

"What materials are used for
construction?" somebody asked.

"Of the buildings? Mainly aluminum,
titanium, and other light metals processed
from lunar ores. Currently the ore is
catapulted magnetically up from the lunar
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hydrogen or carbon. You will find many
things fabricated from ceramics and
metals here, but few plastics. That will
change, of course, when technologies for
transmutation of elements are developed
on an industrial scale."

"What's outside the town?" someone
else wanted to know.

"A recreation area that includes sports
fields and a lake. Beyond that is the region
called Ukraine: one of the agricultural
sectors where we raise food and livestock
to feed the colony. We will be taking a
look at it when we leave
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Landausk, Valentina Tereshkova's scientific
and industrial center. We will have dinner
in Landausk, and accommodation will be
provided there tonight before we tour the
town in the morning. Now let me point out
some of the more interesting things that
are visible from where we are now ..."

Paula tried to take her mind off the
mission that had brought her here. She
found herself envying the other people
around her, wishing that she, like them,
could enjoy the experience without
apprehension. She went through the
mission plan once again in her mind,
mentally rehearsing every step as she had
a hundred times, like a nervous, first-time
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day-to-day routine. Her third mistake, she
decided, had been rationalizing to herself
that she could use a little more excitement
in her life. If she ever got out of this, an
occasional dabble in sin with the likes of
Ed Sutton would be just about all the
excitement she'd need.

"The six-sided building behind, with the
glass frontage, is the university
gymnasium, with courts for squash,
tennis, and volleyball, a swimming pool, a
weight-training room, and a general arena
with seating for fifteen hundred people.
The students come from . . ." The guide's



moment was doing a convincing job of
panning slowly sideways to record the
view with his camera. He lowered the
instrument from his face to let the
shoulder strap take the weight, and looked
around casually, if anything seeming
slightly bored, like someone passing a
slow Sunday afternoon at the city
museum. But as always, his eyes were
constantly mobile, missing nothing,
checking everything. She tried to tell
herself that if there had been anything
unsound about this mission, someone like
him would never have let himself be talked
into coming on it.
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complete our
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descent to the central concourse, and
from there come out into the central
square of Turgenev. Actually it's not
square really, but an irregular polygon, as
you'll see. I suppose we call it that
through convention. So, if you would
follow the stewards at the back, ladies and
gentlemen . . ."
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and individualism. Surprising. Not at all the
staid, crushing conformity you came to
expect from Russian bureaucracies.
Another voice explained it was because
the Russians had copied it from a
Japanese design.

Despite her resolve, Paula found her
chest thumping. Now it would be only a
matter of minutes.

CHAPTER FOUR

Russians had been mistrusting and
spying on each other for centuries, long
before the abdication of the czar in March
1917 and the subsequent seizure of power
by Lenin in November. Largely as a result



penavior Dy LUICIh SsuDordinatcs ilat uUicy
couldn't explain to their superiors. Hence,
all the way down the lines of command,
the overriding formula for survival came to
be: follow orders, don't ask questions,
never volunteer, and always behave
predictably. One consequence was the
stifing of innovation and creativity.
Another was that they never - well, hardly
ever - deviated from precedent. The
operations analysts in Bernard Foleda's
covert section of the UDIA had-established
from records of previous tours of Valentina
Tereshkova that the schedule, the route,
and the procedures followed were always
the same. This fact had been of great help
in drawing up the mission plan.
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interest groups according to preferences
which had been indicated in advance.
Thus, all the visitors would be able to see
what they wanted to without being
wearied by overload and without taxing
any one location unduly. Furthermore, in a
way that was uncharacteristically flexible
for Russians, people were allowed to
change their minds and switch groups at
the last moment. Invariably some did. On
this particular tour it was certain that quite
a few would, because they had been
asked to. They didn't have to know why.

Hence, for a while the compositions and
sizes of the various groups would be
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head-counting, = which on  previous
occasions they had refrained from doing.
It was certain, however, that the total
would be verified when the whole party
came together again for lunch two hours
later. Thus, Paula and Earnshaw would
have somewhere in the region of an hour
and three quarters to complete their task
and reappear by the time the groups
reassembled in the central concourse
before proceeding through to the
restaurant.

The plan required them to leave the
zone that visitors were free to move in,
and the first problem was with the badges
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badges contained electronic microchips,
which when triggered by a particular
infrared transmission would transmit back
a code uniquely allocated to the wearer.
When sensors detected somebody about
to pass through a doorway, say, the badge
would be interrogated and its response
forwarded to a computer that knew who
was authorized to go where, and which
would raise an alarm if it detected a
violation.

Earnshaw and Paula drifted to the side
of the central concourse. For the moment
conditions were disorderly, with people
milling around between the various
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around, saw nothing to arouse
suspicion, and nodded. They moved on
into the corridor. It was fairly broad, with
the entrance to the men's facilities lying to
the right, the women's to the left, and
some doors to storage closets on both
sides. Facing them at the far end was a
second exit, which they knew from their
briefings led to a foyer interconnecting
various machinery rooms, technical
workshops, and offices. A large sign above
the far exit announced in several
languages, NO VISITORS PAST THIS
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clear that anyone setting off the alarm
wouldn't get very much farther before
being apprehended. That was the way
Earnshaw and Paula needed to go.

Earnshaw entered the men's room and
unslung his camera and satchel of
accessories. A half dozen or so other were
inside, and some of the cubicles were
occupied. To one side of the entrance was
the white, louvered door of a janitor and
maintenance technician's closet. He looked
around and overhead but could detect no
sign of surveillance. According to a CIA
report that he'd seen, the Soviets resorted
to such extremes of snooping as
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Soviet claims, the whole place was just a
civilian experiment in space colonization.
But on the other hand, if it really was a
disguised battle platform . . . But there
had to be some risks.

"Long way to come to see Disneyland,
huh?" the ruddy-faced man wiping his
hands by the mirror said.

"I guess this has to be the real Space
Mountain," Earnshaw answered. The
ruddy-faced man laughed and left.

Earnshaw locked himself in one of the
cubicles and commenced his
transformation. A touch of facial cream to
dull his skin, some shadow to enhance
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became a worn crewneck sweater; his suit
reversed into a dark green, grease-stained
work uniform; and a pair of false uppers
changed his shoes into crumpled boots.
The satchel that he was carrying wasn't as
rigid as it appeared. With its stiffening
frame removed it could be
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turned inside out, and when the frame
was put back again it became a toolbox of
the kind issued to mechanics all over the
colony, large enough to hold the
dismantled "camera." Finally, he rubbed a
trace of grime into the creases of his



head in the door of the rest room to
check, all the visitors had left. "No stray
sheep left in here?" he said to the
maintenance engineer in the green
uniform, who was rummaging in the closet
near the door.

"They're all gone," Earnshaw mumbled
in Russian without looking round.

"It's chaos out there this time. You
know, I swear our schoolchildren make
less fuss than some of those people.”

"No discipline. That's what it is."

"You're right. Although, mind you, I
wouldn't say no to some of those



worth enough to pay for them, then
somebody else must pay for them. That's
capitalism."

"Give me a break. You sound like a
Party hack."

Earnshaw finished putting tools into his
box and turned from the closet, holding a
reel of electrical wire. He had hidden his
red-framed visitor's badge in the closet
and had exchanged it for an imitation
blue-framed one, as worn by general
workers and inhabitants of the colony. "I
don't know you," he said to the steward.
"You might be KGB."



stepladder out from the closet. "I suppose
we'll be seeing more of you around here,
then."

"Yes, I suppose so. Well, I'd better be
getting back. See you around."

"Sure."

The steward disappeared. Earnshaw
waited for a few seconds, and then carried
the ladder out into the corridor. He
positioned it in the center of the floor
underneath the translucent panel covering
the light, climbed up, and had just
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makeup, and she had acquired dark hair.

When a tubby man in a blue shirt came
through from the off-limits direction a
minute or so later they were hard at work,
with several of the lighting tubes removed
and wires trailing down from the opened
panel in the ceiling. They said nothing,
and the tubby man went through into the
rest room. Earnshaw reached into his
toolbox and handed down one of the
subassemblies that the camera had come
apart into. Superficially it looked like an
electrician's test meter. Recessed into it at
one end, however, was a tiny lens
sensitive to infrared. When the tubby man
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the response code from the tubby man's
badge, which reflected invisibly off the
surrounding wall. A moment later, a sign
appeared in the unit's readout, confirming
that the computer inside was set to mimic
the tubby man's code. Paula glanced up at
Earnshaw and nodded.

Earnshaw came back down the ladder,
and Paula plugged a lead from the unit
into another meter to program it from the
first. Then she disconnected it and handed
it to Earnshaw. Now they each had a
device that would mimic a valid response
signal. Earnshaw picked up his toolbox and
approached the doorway. A light on his
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committed. They followed the wall on the
far side of the doorway for a short
distance and stopped at a switch panel,
where they set down their equipment and
tools. Paula removed the coverplate and
began loosening connections inside, while
Earnshaw squatted down and made a play
of searching in the toolbox while he
checked the layout of the surroundings
against what they had been led to expect.
Two men walked by, talking, then turned a
corner and disappeared. A woman came
out of a door and went off in the other
direction.
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from foolproof, and it was possible,
even now, that they had triggered an
alarm, although there were no whooping
sirens or flashing lights to indicate the
fact. If the computer that the badge-
readers talked to was programmed to
check each individual's movements from
place to place, for example - which it
possessed all the information to do - it
would just have deduced that the same
person had passed through the same point
three times without going back again. Or
perhaps the system used a one-time code
for every badge, where the response
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of the new plan was to avoid having to
penetrate into such areas, and this
location had been selected for the
operation precisely because nothing of
other-than-domestic significance went on
there. In those circumstances, the
Washington experts had pronounced -
probably keeping their crossed fingers out
of sight behind their backs, Paula had
come to suspect only when it was too late
- automatic tracking would be unlikely. As
long as there was nothing to indicate that
anyone had gone where they weren't
supposed to, and that no visitors were
about to wander off and get lost, the
computer would be happy.



MINuLes.

Leaving a sign saying, in Russian,
DANGER - HIGH VOLTAGE, below the
opened switch panel, they picked up their
things again and followed a corridor out of
the foyer to a metal-railed staircase. A
flight down brought them to a landing
overlooking a machinery bay, with a
catwalk leading off and running along
above it on one side. They went on down
to where a narrow passage led the other
way at the bottom of the stairs. A man in
a white coat appeared out of the passage,
stood aside and nodded perfunctorily as
they passed, then went on up without
giving them a second glance.



dhnad Cabic rdris, with a Ddllk OF €leCtriCdi
cabinets standing in a line along one wall.
The passage continued on,
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but they left it and picked their way
through the gallery to a set of steps
leading down into a shallow bay, partly
screened from the corridor by the clutter
of machinery they had climbed through.
Three sides of the bay consisted of banks
of plain metal boxes containing
environmental monitoring and control
computers, along with conduits bringing in
signals from sensors and instruments in
thousands of different locations. Although
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was an instrument panel containing test
meters, switches, a keyboard and display
screen, and fitted with various supply
sockets. One of these sockets was a
standard type provided for the engineers
to plug portable computers into to access
the maintenance department's database
for reference data - with the complexity of
modern systems, carrying the requisite
manuals around would have required a
wheelbarrow. And it was inside the
maintenance department's section of the
databank that Magician had hidden the
backup copy of Tangerine - the file that
the whole operation was aimed at
recovering.
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Russian data socket. Paula pulled a stool
from under the bench and sat down. She
plugged in the set, connected the power
lead, and activated a search routine to
begin testing access routes into the
system. She worked quickly, nervously,
pausing to study a response on the set's
miniature screen, thinking for a second,
entering a command - wanting to get it
over with. Earnshaw stood behind, silent,
watching the approach into the bay. There
were maintenance points like this all over
Tereshkova, but this one was more
secluded than most. That was why they
had picked it.
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access codes, which was to be expected,
since it contained relatively insensitive
information. As another line of code
appeared, opening the executive level of
the file manager, she breathed
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a silent prayer of gratitude for
Magician's presence of mind in choosing
this system to hide the file in. Or had it
been simply because he worked in the
maintenance department? Breaking into
one of the higher-security systems, such
as the research department's, or the
information bank kept by Tereshkova's



file. It failed. The initiating address pointer
had been erased to make it invisible. She
obtained a sector table, located the header
she wanted, and commanded a forced
read. The system acknowledged that it
had the file, but demanded an access
validation to release it. She supplied the
code she had been given. There was a
pause. Then a new line appeared,
requesting an output-destination spec. "I
think we're getting there!" Paula hissed up
at Earnshaw.

He turned and hunched down to peer
over her shoulder. She entered another
line and sat watching the screen tensely. A
delay of perhaps two seconds dragged by.



GP700 "TANGERINE"; STAT OK: READY
TO READ. MEM DES?

FILE DES? READ ACC?

Paula shifted the keyboard from Cyrillic
alphabet to English and completed the
dialogue. A final, single-word line
confirmed:

COPYING

She sat back, closed her eyes, and
exhaled a long, silent breath of relief.
Earnshaw's fingers closed around her arm
and squeezed reassuringly. She blinked
and peered at the screen again, as if to
make sure. The word was still there,
glowing solid and jubilant. It meant that



portadbic dcevice. 1he Copying would WdKE
just a matter of seconds, and then the
original inside the maintenance
department's  databank  would be
destroyed. All that would be left then
would be to get the copy home.

COPYING COMPLETED AND VERIFIED
CONFIRM SOURCE ERASURE?
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Paula leaned forward to enter a reply . .

She wasn't sure what it was that
registered - a sound, something glimpsed
from the corner of her eye, an
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and gasped out loud in sudden dismay.

"Remain as you are!" the Russian officer
snapped, pointing his pistol. Earnshaw's
head jerked around. Paula could do
nothing but stare up numbly.

There were four more uniformed guards
behind, two of them holding leveled
submachine guns. The officer moved a
pace forward to the edge of the bay, and
looked down. He had a Tartar face
beneath the peaked cap, olive-skinned,
with narrow eyes and high cheekbones.
"Keep your hands in sight," he instructed.
"Now, back slowly against the far wall.
Make no sudden moves."



had become oppressive, and the scattered
clouds left over Washington, D.C., by
morning promised a spell of cool relief.
Bernard Foleda let the drape fall back
across the bedroom window with a
satisfied "pom, pom, pom, pom, pom-
pom-pom-pom-pom" to the tune of
Mozart's overture to The Impresario, and
finished knotting his tie. He took the jacket
of his suit from the closet, and, draping it
over an arm, pom-pommed his way in a
gravelly bass-. baritone downstairs to
breakfast. There was no reason for him to
be humming to himself, considering the
disaster that had befallen the department
in the past week - it was simply a habit
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time ago that when people in his
profession started letting the job get to
them personally, they tended not to last
very much longer.

Myra was sitting at the kitchen table
with a cup of coffee in her hand, studying
selected items from the morning's news
offerings on a flatscreen pivoted to face
her from the worktop opposite. Like him in
her fifties, she was a tall, normally full-
bodied woman, with a face that had
managed to retain its composure and
humorous set despite eyes and cheeks still
sunken from a five-month illness that had
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gray streaks which she hadn't attempted
to disquise by tinting. They had been
married for almost thirty years, and unlike
the mysterious, withdrawn spy chiefs of
the popular movies, Foleda discussed his
work with her regularly. He didn't
understand how scriptwriters could expect
people like him, on top of everything else,
to carry on being furtive and secretive
after they got home. Maybe they did it to
give themselves an excuse for introducing
beautiful women into their plots - usually
Chinese, for some obscure reason - who
made their livings by coaxing secrets out
of semicomatose government officials in
between bouts of frenzied lovemaking. If



Bernard came in and hung his jacket over
the back of one of the kitchen chairs. "It
looks as if it's going to be cloudy today.
Nice and cool for a change."

"Yes, I already looked. We could use it."
Bernard walked over to the chef, took out
two plates of scrambled eggs, ham, and a
hotcake, and pressed a button to start the
toaster. His wife poured the coffee while
he sat down. The item on the screen was
about a Japanese astronaut who had
scored a first by achieving escape velocity
under his own power with a series of hops
and a leap off the surface of Deimos, the
smaller of the two moons of Mars. "So
maybe the old nursery rhyme isn't so silly
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found indistinguishable from banal at
that time of morning. "The cow jumped off
the moon, ho-ho!"

Foleda snorted. "What else do we
have?"

Myra touched a button on the handpad
lying beside the coffeepot, and a yellow
light on the wallpanel by the stove came
on to indicate that the house-manager
audio was active. "Cancel," she said in a
slightly raised voice. The picture vanished
and was replaced by a selection of
options. "Five-three," Myra instructed, and
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panel. Then, "X-out, out." The yellow light
went off.

The item concerned Soviet responses to
the latest round of protests and strikes in
Poland and East Germany. As usual the
media were emphasizing the military
aspect, with dramatically narrated scenes
of troops confronting crowds, NATO units
being put on alert - Foleda recognized one
shot of rolling tanks as being months old,
with no connection to current events at all
- and snippets of military and political
spokesmen being questioned about the
risk of a general European escalation. That
was the kind of material that delivered
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public became aware of them, however,
and opinions were that the likelihood of
any real shooting was remote.

The Soviets had accelerated their
military buildup in the final decades of the
previous century. Their intention had not
been so much to provoke war, for they
had no more desire than anyone else to be
devastated again if they could avoid it,
but, taking their cue from the woeful
performance of the democracies at Munich
in response to Hitler's aggressions, to
gamble that, as before, their adversaries
would back down without a fight from the
threat of force. And for a time, as Western
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minutes from somebody's launch site, it
had seemed to work. But in the crucial
early years of the twenty-first century, the
Soviets had wavered when they found
themselves faced by
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the prospect of having to take on not
only the West's military technology, but
the larger part of the numerically
overwhelming population of Asia as well.
Originally the Bomb had redressed the
balance between sides whose different
political systems resulted in unequal
commitments to conventional forces. The
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waned in the face of Asia's rising
affluence, the Soviets fell farther behind in
the competition for minds and souls. Their
moment had gone.

Paradoxically, it was just this that made
the present situation so precarious in a
different kind of way. At one time, before
Khrushchev, communist dogma had held
that the capitalists would launch a last,
suicidal war rather than submit to the final
triumph of Marx's immutable laws. Now it
seemed more likely to happen the other
way around: that in desperation, an
irrational element in the Soviet leadership
might decide to take everyone else down
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orbital defensive system. If that shield
were destroyed, the entire system of
deterrence and containment around the
Soviet bloc would disintegrate arid set the
stage for exactly the kind of last-ditch
gamble that the West's strategic analysts
feared most. That was what made
knowing the true nature of Valentina
Tereshkova so important.

That something big was in the wind, the
various intelligence agencies of the US,
Western Europe, and Eastern Asia were
agreed. Also, it would happen sometime
within the current year. But what or
exactly when, nobody knew. In the eyes of
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latitude for error.

"T'll take a copy to read when I get a
chance," Bernard said. Myra activated the
audio again and directed the text to be
hardcopied in the den. Bernard washed
down the last of his toast with some
coffee, and rose from his chair. "How are
we for time?" he asked.
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Myra went to the window and looked
down over the tree-lined avenue outside,
normally peaceful but busier at this time of
the morning with people leaving for work.



"Damn," Bernard muttered as Myra
helped him on with his jacket. That meant
he was running late. The two KGB agents
from the Soviet embassy who tailed him
every morning always arrived punctually
and circled the block three times before
parking. He bustled through to the den,
picked up the sheets of hardcopied text,
and slipped them into his briefcase. When
he came back out, Myra was waiting in the
hallway with his raincoat.

"You'd better take this," she said. "It
might start raining again later."

"Thanks, I will." Bernard took his hat
from the stand.
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you can help it."

"T'll try not to. What have we bought
him?"

"A junior spy kit, of course. It has
invisible ink, false beards and mustaches,
a codebook and some software to go with
it, and a miniature camera. You see, just
like the real thing."

"You mean they haven't got something
for lads to tap into phone lines?"

"Give them time, dear."
"Okay, I'll see you later tonight."

"You too. Have fun today." Myra kissed
him lightly on the cheek and watched from
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Minutes later in the thick of morning
traffic streaming toward the Beltway, he
caught sight of the KGB car, sitting solidly
four places behind him as he swung right
off an overpass to take the ramp down to
the freeway. Several cars farther back still,
just coming across the overpass, was the
blue FBI Ford that tailed the KGB every
morning. Foleda shook
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his head as he turned on a piano
concerto to relax himself before the



he was younger he had worried about the
things he read that said resources were
about to run out. And then when they
didn't run out and scientists began
convincing the world that the whole
problem had been exaggerated, he had
worried that too many resources would
produce too many people. When right-
wing administrations were in power he
worried about conservative fascists and
fundamentalists, and with left-wing
administrations he worried about liberal
fascists and regulators. And of course, he
had always worried about a war breaking
out; the more time that went by without
there being one, the more he worried that
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about, and so tried to keep himself
informed about everything. That made him
good with details and a useful person to
have around, which helped explain how he
had made it to a senior position on the
staff of the defense secretary. And the
position suited him, for if worse did come
to worst, he would prefer to be right there
in the center of the action - not able to
influence the course of events very much,
perhaps, but at least knowing what was
going on.

As he drove toward the Potomac on his
way to the Pentagon on the morning of
May 4, an inner foreboding told him that
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the Soviets had nailed a couple of agents.
Maybe it was the involvement of Mermaid,
which had been taking on such big
proportions in everyone's thinking lately.
But something about the situation filled
him with the dull, cold certainty that this
was the first tripping over the edge into
the scrambling, steepening tumble that
would take them all the way to the Big
One.

Because he worried about being late
whenever he had an appointment, he
always left early. Hence, none of the
others had arrived yet when he got to
Foleda's office. He found
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Haynes, a tall, graying but elegant woman
in her late forties whom he knew well, and
Rose, Foleda's personal secretary,
discussing something being displayed on a
screen in the outer room. The strains of
some piece of classical music coming
through the open door at the rear - Kehrn
had no idea what it was; he preferred jazz
himself - indicated that Foleda was already
ensconced within.

"We heard there was a snarl-up on the
George Mason Bridge," Rose said. "Didn't
think you'd make it so soon."



"Well, at least the rain's stopped.”

"I'm glad I came in the other way this
morning," Barbara said.

"Who's out there?" Foleda's voice called
from inside.

"Gerry Kehrn," Barbara called back.

"Tell him to come on in. And you might
as well come too, Barb. Let's get our
thoughts together before the others start
showing up. And now Volst" - who was the
secretary of state - "has just been on the
line saying he wants a report on the whole
thing personally over lunch before the big
meeting starts this afternoon. I've got the
feeling this is gonna be a long day."
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pushed aside some papers he had been
reading. "Hi, Gerry."

"Good morning, Bern. Or is that the
wrong thing to say today?"

"Why should it be? - It's stopped
raining. Sit down. Relax. You look
worried."

Kehrn pulled out one of the chairs at the
meeting table set at a tee against Foleda's
desk and sat down, placing his briefcase in
front of him. Barbara shut the door. "Who
wouldn't be worried?" Kehrn said. "What a
goddamn mess."



morning?" Kehrn asked.
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"Pearce and somebody else from State.
Zolansky from Operations. Do you know
him?"

"We've met."

"Uh-huh. And Uncle Phil will be coming
in at around eleven to see where we're
at." Philip Borden was the UDIA director.
Foleda sent an inquiring glance at Barbara.

"Zolansky's deputy will probably be
coming too," she said, sitting down at the
far end of the table.



Kehrn fiddled with the lock of his
briefcase and began taking out notebook,
compad, and several files. "So what do we
have?" he asked. "Anything new?"

Foleda shook his head. "Nothing."

"What's the story with Pacific News
Services?"

"Forget them. They're out of it. PNS
agreed to being used as cover for a
government operation. If our operatives
haven't come back, it's our problem. The
Soviets haven't lodged any protest with
PNS, and PNS isn't going to go out of its
way to pick a quarrel with the Soviets."
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channels.

"And there's been nothing so far
through State?" Kehrn checked.

"As Barb says, they're letting us sweat,"
Foleda said. "In fact, I wouldn't be
surprised if they let us stew for a lot
longer and don't do anything."

"You mean, like waiting until we bring
the matter up with them."

"Sure. Let us come crawling. We have to
do something. Two of our citizens have
disappeared, who were last heard of
heading for a Soviet transfer station.
Presumably they were caught red-handed



Air Force?" Kehrn asked Foleda.

"None yet. Bryce was assigned to us for
the duration. So far they don't know about
it."

Kehrn shuffled some papers aimlessly
for a few seconds
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and fidgeted in his chair. "What, er . . .
what about the two people up there?" he
asked at last. "Do we know what to
expect?”



"I was wondering more, how much are
they likely to give away?"

"You're worried?"
"I'm worried."

"Well, Lew McCain's an old hand. You
needn't worry about him," Foleda said.
"He's worked for me for years. He won't
tell them anything. Even if it's something
that's obvious and undeniable, he won't
confirm it. That's the way he is. That's the
way they're trained." Foleda's brow
creased and his expression became more
serious. "I wish I could say the same
about the girl, though. This kind of thing



an opinion on from Colonel Raymond up at
Hanscom when we've figured out how to
break the news," Barbara said.

Kehrn nodded and looked uncomfortable
while he wrestled with some new thought.
Finally he said, "What are the chances of
the Soviets using . . . well, let's say,
'extreme methods' of interrogation?"

"T can't see it," Foleda said. "This whole
business has big propaganda potential if
the Soviets decide to go public, and they
know it. This one they'll want to play clean
for the world to see. They wouldn't
jeopardize their advantage by risking bad
counterpublicity.”



things . . . McCain would read the situation
and not be intimidated. But again, with the
girl . . . who knows?"

"We shouldn't have used her," Kehrn
said. "There had to have been someone
else, with the right background as well as
the technical know-how. It was a bad
decision from the start."

"Maybe," Foleda conceded with a sigh.
"Somehow I think we're gonna hear that
said a lot of times today."
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A tone sounded from the screen by the
desk arid Rose's face appeared. "They're



Foleda glanced at the other two and
raised his eyebrows. "Okay, Rose," he said
resignedly to the screen. "You'd better
start breaking out the paper hats and
squeakers."

CHAPTER SIX

There was a subdued humming sound,
and buried within it a periodic resonance
that came and went. Lewis McCain lay
listening to it with his eyes closed,
allowing the preoccupation to keep other
thoughts from entering his mind for a few
moments longer. He was aware that he
had just woken up. The hum, with its
rising and falling undertone, was not



ceiling with an air-conditioner vent off to
one side of his field of vision. He moved
his head to look at it. His head felt muzzy;
the image was blurred, and swam. An
ache shot between his temples and down
the back of his neck as he strained to rise.
He abandoned the effort, letting his head
fall back on the pillow, and lay for a while
until he could breathe more easily. Then
he rolled over onto his side and opened
his eyes again.

The cot was in a small, windowless,
sparsely furnished room containing a plain
table and a single upright chair with his
clothes draped over them. Above the table
was a shelf with some books and a few
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surroundings registered as the cell he'd
been occupying for - how long had it
been? three days? Four 40
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days? - inside the KGB Internal Security
Headquarters at Turgenev. The door was
solid, with a small grille and sliding panel
on the outside, and led out to the corridor.
In the opposite corner was a partition
screening a tiny washbasin and toilet.

Moving slowly and cautiously, he raised
himself onto an elbow. Pain stabbed
through his head once more. He held the
position this time, and after a few seconds
the pain eased. He sat up, pushed the
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make a sudden dash to the toilet, but the
feeling passed. He pulled on the baggy,
beltless pants and canvas shoes he'd been
given in place of his own clothes, stood up
gingerly, and moved to the table. One of
the books on the shelf above was a
travelogue about nineteenth-century life
among the Yakut hunters. McCain took it
down and opened the back cover to reveal
three small notches cut into the edge,
about an eighth of an inch apart near the
top. He pressed a fourth notch with his
thumbnail, replaced the book, and went
behind the partition to the washbasin to
rinse his face. He felt unusually lead-
limbed and sluggish when he walked.
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wasn't necessarily grounds for comfort,
however. No doubt the Soviets intended to
exploit the propaganda opportunities of
the situation to their fullest, and had no
intention of compromising their advantage
by laying themselves open to
counteraccusations. But how long that
political condition might persist was
another matter, he reflected as he wiped
cold water from his eyes and peered at his
reflection in the polished-metal mirror
cemented to the wall. Certainly the
Russians would be in no hurry to ease the
pressure on the US, which probably had
something to do with his not being
permitted to communicate with his own



He had just emerged from the
washroom and was about to put on his
shirt, when the panel behind the grille on
the
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door slid aside and voices sounded
outside. A pair of eyes scrutinized him for
a moment, and then came the sound of
the door being unlocked. It opened, and a
tall, lean man with gray hair and a pointed
beard entered, followed by a younger,
darker-skinned companion. Both were
wearing white, hip-length physician's
smocks and gray-white check pants. There
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threatening.

"Well, how do you feel this morning?"
the bearded man inquired. His tone was
intermediate between genial and matter-
of-fact, as if he presumed that McCain
knew what he was talking about. McCain
looked at him and said nothing. "Fatigued?
Not quite coordinated? A little hazy in the
head, eh?" He sat back against the edge
of the table and folded his arms to look
McCain up and down. The younger man
put down a black medical bag that he had
been holding. "Well, come on," the
bearded man said after a short pause.
"The patient can hardly help us look after



are you talking about?"

The bearded man regarded him
curiously. "You don't know who I am, do
you?" he said.

A pause. "No."

"Oh, dear." The bearded man glanced
aside at his colleague. "I think we may
have a complete block here." Then, back
at McCain, "My name is Dr. Kazhakin. We
have met before, I assure you - several
times, in fact. You've been a little sick, you
understand." He gestured nonchalantly.
"It's not uncommon among people
unaccustomed to an offplanet
environment. Space-acclimatization
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by adapting to a rotating structure. The
effects can be quite disruptive until the
nervous system learns to compensate."

"Really?" McCain sounded unconvinced.
"And that causes amnesia?"

"We put you under a rather strong
sedative," Kazhakin
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explained. "You've been out for a couple
of days. What you're feeling is the
aftereffect. Sometimes the memory can be
impaired slightly - rather like a bump on
the head."
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McCain knew well, some extremely potent
substances were available to psychological
researchers and therapists, and to military
and police interrogators. Although there
was no truly reliable "truth drug" of the
kind beloved in fiction, combined chemical
assaults of different stimulants and
depressants affected different individuals
in different ways, and in general anything
was possible. Suddenly he had the worried
feeling that perhaps his interrogation
mightn't have been so gentlemanly after
all.

"Let's have a look, then," Kazhakin said.
He motioned for McCain to sit on the edge
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pressure gauge. "And we'll want sample
bottles for some blood and urine,”
Kazhakin told him.

Tattered remnants of recollections were
beginning to float back. He saw the image
of @ man in a Russian major general's
uniform, with black, crinkly hair showing
gray streaks, bright, penetrating eyes
beneath puffy lids, and a craggy, heavy-
jowled face. "Of course it's obvious you're
not a journalist. . . Did you know what the
file contained? . . . Which organization
sent you? . . ." There was another Russian
there, too, inseparable from the general as
part of the image swimming in McCain's



he inflated the bulb of the
sphygmomanometer. "Brain starting to
function again now, is it? Some things
coming back?"

"What day is this?" McCain asked.

"May fourth. You abused your guest
privileges on the first, you fell sick the day
after, and you've been out for two days,
as I said."

If that were so, there ought to have
been one notch in the book, not three,
McCain thought. It was strange that he
had woken up remembering to update his
tally of days - or at
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pointed to his having been out of control
of his faculties for longer than Kazhakin
was claiming. That would have been
consistent with potent drugs, which was
not exactly a reassuring thought.

"You probably feel a bit heavy and
weak, but in fact you've lost a little
weight," Kazhakin said. "I'll give you some
pills to pick you up - no tricks, I promise -
and we'll put you on an enrichment diet to
build up your strength. I'm sure that
General Protbornov wouldn't want you
thinking of us as inconsiderate hosts." He
saw an involuntary flicker in McCain's
eyes. "Ah, so you remember the name,
eh? That's good." Kazhakin unwound the
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California. I do hope your readers won't be
too upset if they have to put up with your
being out of circulation for a while."

McCain watched expressionlessly as
Kazhakin handed the sphygmomanometer
back to the assistant and wrote some
numbers onto a chart. It was obvious from
the circumstances of his and Paula's
capture that the cover story had capsized
immediately. He wondered how much
more - that he didn't even know about -
might have started taking water since, or
already have foundered completely to join
it.

CHAPTER SEVEN
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scale that would have had the gravest
international repercussions. You were in
possession of specialized espionage
equipment, and you came here under
assumed names, carrying false pa-
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pers." Major General Protbornov paused
to allow the gravity of his words to sink in.
The action was for effect - this was hardly
the first time he'd been through this. He
continued, "We can all admire loyalty -
indeed, we take justifiable pride in our
own - but there is a point beyond which it
turns into unreasonable stubbornness. At
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Paula Bryce squinted against the light at
the vague form outlined on the far side of
the desk. At least they had turned the
brightness down from the blinding level it
had been at all through yesterday. And
Protbornov's restraint was a relief after the
shouting and impatience of the other
general who had interrogated her initially,
before she'd gotten sick a few days earlier.
It was all part of a game they played, she
told herself. The problem was trying -
against fear, fatigue, and a numbing lack
of sleep - to tell which of the roles and
threats that she had been exposed to were
for effect, which were real, and which,



the roughing up she'd been given on
arrival at Internal Security Headquarters
by two female Russian guards with sow
faces and the physiques of weight lifters -
a ritual doubtless intended to set roles and
establish for future reference whose place
was whose. Then had come the ordeal of
hour after hour of demands, threats, and
the same questions repeated over and
over, always with the implication of further
possibilities that her treatment by the two
guards had represented a first taste of.

But she hadn't given away anything.
That was the most important thing that
she'd forced herself to recite in her mind,
as had been drummed into her by Foleda's
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Pentagon had told her. "Because one thing
leads to another. The first admission is a
step onto a slope that gets slipperier all
the way to the bottom. It's like after
quitting cigarettes: the only way to stay
off is to stay off completely. You don't fool
with even one, because there's a whole
world of difference between no ciga-
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rette and some cigarettes. But there
isn't a lot of difference between one and
two, or between four and five, or nineteen
and twenty. Okay? It's the same with
revealing information: once you make that



more than she thought, without knowing
it? She had fallen ill for a couple of days -
so they'd told her - with an acclimatization
problem that affected some people on
going into space. She couldn't remember
much about it, but from the way she'd felt
when she started seeing things coherently
again, she concluded that she'd been
under some kind of drug. The doctor told
her it was a sedative. But she had been
told something about drugs, too, before
leaving on the mission . . . she couldn't
remember what. She didn't have clear
recollections of anything right now. All she
wanted to do was rest and sleep . . .



next to Protbornov complained - a colonel,
younger, businesslike, projecting the
image of being ambitious and
unprincipled. His name was Buvatsky.
"Give us just a half day. I guarantee
everything you want to know." Bluff, Paula
told herself. Nice guy-bad guy. Part of the
act.

"Let us hope that extremes won't be
necessary," Protbornov rumbled. "You
agree that you came here to Valen-tina
Tereshkova under a false identity, and
with the intention of committing acts of
espionage?" His voice was louder this
time, evidently directed at Paula.



false identity, intending to commit
espionage?"

"I don't agree anything."
"But that much is obvious."

". wish to communicate with a
representative of the United States
government."

"You know very well that there is no
such person for you to talk to here."

"I didn't say talk to. I said communicate
with. That can be arranged."
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you are hardly in a p05|t|on to be making
demands. I ask you again, Do you not
agree that you came here under a false
identity?"

"I agree with nothing."
"What is your name?"

". wish to communicate with a
representative of my government."

"Do you still claim to be this person,
Paula Shelmer?"

"That's what my papers say."

"Do you still claim to be an employee of
Pacific News Services, California?"
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not she revealed anything that mattered
wasn't the point: it was just as much a
first step.

"Common sense dictates that such is not
the case. The equipment that you had
with you was purpose-designed - hardly
the land of gadgetry that a news agency
issues its staff, you have to admit."
Protbornov's tone was casual now, almost
chatty. He turned down the lamp, as if
making a symbolic gesture to stop all this
unnecessary unpleasantness. She needed
to talk, it seemed to acknowledge. "It's
clear you were employed by the American
government. That much is true, at least,
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a short pause. Her head nodded down
onto her chest, and her thoughts swam.
"It is true, isn't it? You are not with Pacific
News Services, are you?"

"No," she heard herself whisper, even as
another voice inside her head woke up,
shouting too late in protest.

"But you are with the American
government. Is that not correct?"

From somewhere long in the past she
remembered hearing about the way
salesmen were taught to begin their
closing pitch with a series of statements
that the prospect could do nothing but
agree with. Once begun, the pattern was
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the salesman's proposal than refuse it.
She had just made her first slip, not by
telling Protbornov something he already
knew, but by agreeing with him. She
shook her head and said nothing.

"Which department of the American
government are you with?" A pause. "The
CIA?" Another pause. "The UDIAY"
Silence. Then, "I should remind you that it
is possible to ask these questions again,
but utilizing physiological monitoring
instruments that will make concealment of
the truth impossible. . . . Very well, we've
established that you are not Paula Shelmer
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people and to the various human-rights
organizations who concern themselves
with the welfare of those in your kind of
predicament, what is your name?"

"I wish to contact a representative of
the United States government."

Buvatsky got up with a snort and paced
impatiently away to the side of the room,
outside her field of vision. Protbornov
raised a hand to massage his brow with
his fingers, and leaned back with a heavy
sigh. "Look," he said, "it is clear from the
contents of the computer file you were in
the process of copying that your mission
was to obtain misinformation created to
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shot at her with sudden sharpness, "Have
you ever heard the name 'Magician'?"
Even before the word registered
consciously, Paula knew with a sinking
feeling that her face had supplied the
answer. Protbornov went on, as if the fact
were too evident to be worthy of mention,
"Magician was a traitor, who was
uncovered by our counterintelligence
operations, as you well know. He has
recanted and gone on record voluntarily to
confirm that the information he planted in
the file was false. He was working in
league with American propagandists as
part of a plan to mislead world opinion at
a time when the newly emerging great
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for Magician to be brought
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here from Earth to tell you to your face,
if that would convince you," Protbornov
offered.

Paula frowned down at her knees. The
significance escaped her. Or was she just
confused? She looked up wearily. "Why do
you care whether I believe it or not?"

Protbornov sat forward, and Paula
sensed Buvatsky turning in a corner of the
room. Too late, she realized that she'd
said the wrong thing again.
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platform, is that not so? They described
various weapons that they claimed were
concealed here, yes? And their proof was
to be in the package that Magician had
compiled. Oh, don't look so horrified - it
was an elementary deduction from the
facts that we possess. . . . But what
matters is that you understand they were
lying to you . . . lying, just as they have
been lying to the world. As I said a few
minutes ago, I admire your loyalty, but
don't allow it to blind you to the possibility
that the United States can be less than
perfect sometimes, and that perhaps we of
the Soviet Union are not always wrong."
He allowed a moment for her to reflect on
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victims of the mistakes of history and our
own, unnecessary, mutual suspicions.

"I don't have to spell out the tragedy
that could result from this paranoia. . . ."
Protbornov raised a hand as if to forestall
her reply. "Yes, on our side as well as
yours. The world has been trembling for
over half a century. But don't you see
what an opportunity this represents? For
once, the delusions that the paranoia is
based on can be exposed for what they
really are. It wouldn't put an instant end
to all the tensions that have plagued our
two nations for so long, of course, but it
would be a solid step in the direction of
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chance to hope?"

Paula had been blinking her eyes, trying
to follow. "I'm not sure I understand," she
said. Her voice was dry and cracked.
Protbornov poured water from a pitcher in
front of
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him into a glass and set it down across
the desk. Paula stared at it. Whether it
was the wrong thing to do or not, she
suddenly didn't care. She picked up the
glass and gqulped down the water
gratefully.
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yourself that the accusations are simply
not true." Protbornov threw up his hands.
"What could be fairer than that? We want
the truth to be known."

Paula replaced the glass on the edge of
the desk, noticing as she did so that her
hand was shaking. "Why not open the
whole place to international inspection, if
that's what you want?" she asked. "Let
everyone come and see for themselves."

Protbornov tossed up his hands again. "I
agree! And if I were First Secretary of the
Party, that is precisely what I would do.
But I am not Comrade Petrokhov. And for
reasons which I do not make it my
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"You've already demonstrated your
good intentions," Paula said, massaging
her stomach tenderly.

"I apologize for that incident. It was an
accident. The guards responsible were
transferred only recently from one of our
military  punishment  units, = where
procedures are different. They have been
reprimanded and removed."

Having served their purpose, Paula
thought. "I'm still not sure what you're
saying. . . ." Despite her resolve, she
heard herself getting talkative. . . . But,
dammit, stuck out here, two hundred
thousand miles away from everything, she
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way, but she found that the thought didn't
really bother her very much. She had
reason to feel sorry for herself - oh God,
had there been something in the water?

"All we want you to do, after you've
satisfied yourself that what I've said is
true, is simply to make a public statement
confirming what you've seen with your
own eyes. If we can show you that our
country has been slandered before the
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world, is it unreasonable that we should
ask this? It is, after all, the truth which is
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"Yes," Paula answered automatically,
even as she saw the mistake.

Protbornov gave a satisfied nod. "So, we
have established that you are a scientist.
With  whom? A private corporation,
perhaps? But then, how would you come
to know so much about Russian
equipment? It was you who was operating
the device. More likely one of the services,
then, yes? . . . Yes. Very well, which one?
Army, maybe? . . . Navy? ... US Air Force,
perhaps? We can run physiological tests,
you know."

It was all being recorded by concealed
cameras, Paula guessed. Afterward,
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skin temperature and reflectivity, muscular
tensions, eye movements, and other
giveaways, at that very moment. Suddenly
she found herself weary of it all, helpless
against forces that she didn't comprehend
and didn't know how to resist. It was all
pointless. In the end they were bound to
win. And in spite of herself, what
Protbornov was saying did sound only fair
and reasonable.

"Maybe," she said. She wasn't sure what
she had said it in response to. Every
thought that started to take shape
dissolved away again.
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declaration. It need only be for the
information of certain Western and Asian
governments. In fact, we could arrange for
the recording to be vetted by your own
people before it was shown to anyone
else. That would relieve you of any
personal responsibility, and it would cause
NnO unnecessary embarrassment in
international circles. You see, our aims are
quite honorable. A wrong has been
committed, and we simply wish to put it
right." Protbornov paused and looked
across the desk.

Paula rubbed her eyes. All she had to do
was agree to a request that sounded
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about what she saw? God alone knew
how much trouble throughout history had
been caused by people refusing to.
Protbornov waited a few seconds longer,
then added, "It goes without saying that
your cooperation in this small matter could
make a big difference to eventual
agreement between our governments
concerning your future. We understand
the regrettable necessity for the kind of
work you were drawn into. Given a
suitable incentive, we can find it very easy
to let bygones be bygones over such
things. Otherwise . . ." He shrugged.
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the appearance of a grotesque parody of a
spider, watching from the center of its
web for its prey's struggles to die away
before it moved. She shook herself out of
the stupor that had been creeping over
her. Then it came to her that the Russians
would have known far more than they
seemed to if Earnshaw had given away
anything to them at all. She wondered
suddenly what he might be going through
at that moment.

And gradually a feeling of self-disgust
overcame her at the thought of what had
almost happened. She drew in a
determined breath and shivered as she
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visibly, and steadied her gaze across the
desk.

". wish to communicate with a
representative of the United States
government," she said.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The air conditioner hummed, and the
resonating undertone came and went.
Lewis McCain lay on the cot, staring up at

52
JAMES P HOGAN

the ceiling. Now that his head was
clearer, isolated recollections from the
hazy period following his arrest would
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escutcheon surrounding it, with a scratch
by one of the corner screws where a
screwdriver had slipped. The sound hadn't
contained that distinctive resonance then.
Something must have loosened itself in
the ducting fairly recently, he thought idly.

McCain didn't trust Russians. In his
experience, whenever they started
behaving reasonably, they were up to
something. They'd been giving him too
easy a time. Why? What were they after?
From what he knew of Soviet interrogation
practices, it was likely on two counts that
Paula was having a tougher time: one, she
was a woman, and therefore more easily
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more vulnerable through knowing less of
what to expect.

So why were they playing a restrained
game with him? Probably because they
anticipated international ramifications and
had no intention of compromising their
own position by showing less-than-
spotless hands. If they saw the affair as
eventually being made public, they'd
probably be putting pressure on Paula to
make a signed statement. In his case,
seeing there would be little chance of
getting anywhere with a similar demand,
they might simply have decided to work
on convincing him that they weren't such
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that would be consistent with the way
they had been acting.

He thought about how he had come to
find himself here at the age of thirty-six, a
prisoner in a Soviet space habitat
hundreds of thousands of miles from
Earth.

When people asked what had induced
him to make a «career in military
intelligence, he usually told them it was
ideological: that he believed the Western
way of life was worth defending. Despite
its faults, a democracy based on free
enterprise allowed him to be himself, to
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straints, made how he preferred to lead
his life none of anyone else's business.
That suited him just fine. So, the answer
was true as far as it went; it was the land
that people expected, and they accepted
it. But there was another side to it, too,
which involved more personal things.

McCain had been born in Iowa, but his
mother, Julia, was Czechoslovakian. She
had escaped during the anti-Russian
uprising of 1968. He remembered her
telling of the Czechs' disgust over the
sellout by the British and French to Hitler
at Munich in 1938 of the nation which they
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itself, they had surrendered it to six years
of Nazi barbarism. The story had made a
deep impression on the developing mind
of young Lewis McCain. It had convinced
him that tyrants and dictators could not be
appeased. The lure of easy pickings
merely excited them on to greater
excesses. As with people, nations able to
defend themselves, and prepared to do so
if they had to, were left alone.

Julia retold stories that her parents had
told her of listening around an illegal radio
to reports of Hitler's armies storming
eastward, apparently overwhelming the
Russians as effortlessly as they had
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generations to come. But then the news
began to change. The Russians
counterattacked from the very gates of
Moscow. They held at Leningrad. They
stopped, then encircled and annihilated
the Germans at Stalingrad. In the years
that followed, the Germans were driven
back remorselessly, until eventually the
Red Army entered Czechoslovakia. On the
day their T-34 tanks rumbled into Prague,
Lewis's grandfather had strode into the
house and announced in a voice shaking
with pride and emotion, "I am a
Communist!" And for a while
Czechoslovakia became perhaps the most
faithful of the Soviets' allies.
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liberators. Instead of the independence
they had promised, they imposed a
Moscow-
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controlled puppet regime and brought in
the familiar Bolshevik apparatus of
ruthless persecution, midnight arrests,
trumped-up charges, brutally extracted
confessions, deportations, and executions
to eliminate potential opposition. And,
fanatically pursuing their socialist ideals,
they seized land, property, and all small
businesses, which henceforth were to be
owned by the state.
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family and handed over to be managed by
a Party bureaucrat who had never seen a
lathe or a grinding machine, had no
comprehension of taking pride in
excellence, and who was incapable of
thinking in any terms other than of quotas.
Within six months the business was
ruined, and Lewis's grandfather lost his
income, which was replaced by a
subsistence wage. Later, when years of
anger at corruption, incompetence, and
lies finally boiled over into open rebellion
in the streets, he was shot in the fighting
when the Red Army's tanks returned to
Prague. That was the last thing that Julia
remembered seeing before she and her
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marriage didn't work out, and Julia spent
some years raising a son, Ralph, on her
own before she remarried, this time to a
widowed Iowa farmer of Scottish descent:
Lewis's father, Malcolm. That was in 1981,
during the latter years of what had been a
confused period for America.

After emerging as the most powerful
among the war's victors, the nation had
gone on to enjoy two decades of growth
and prosperity unprecedented by any
society in history. Uninterested in the
creeds and passions responsible for
turning half the rest of the world into
rubble, the generation that had grown up
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their own eyes they were overcoming the
problems of poverty, disease, hunger, and
ignorance which had devastated human
populations for as long as humanity had
existed. They were proud of their
achievement and of the society that had
made it possible. They assumed their
children
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would be grateful. They tried to export
their system to other peoples and
assumed they would be grateful, too.

Pendulums swing, however.
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automobiles, instead of feeling grateful,
felt guilty. By some curious twist of logic it
became America's fault that the rest of the
world still had problems at all. Through a
sweeping extension of the "Eat-up-your-
potatoes-because-the-children-in-China-

are-starving" syndrome - as if, by some
natural law of protein parity, every
uneaten potato on a plate in Minnesota
mysteriously induced the symmetric
disappearance of rice from a bowl in
Peking - America's enterprise in putting its
own house in order was to blame for the
disorder that persisted everywhere else.
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industries that supported them, the
science that made technology possible,
and ultimately the faculty of reason itself,
which was the foundation of science. The
weapon was fear. Wreathed in clouds of
acid rain, radiation, and carcinogens,
buried under indestructible plastics,
deluged with  genetically  mutated
microbes, and stripped of its ozone, the
planet would ferment in swamps of its
own garbage - if the Bomb didn't get it
first or bring on a Nuclear Winter. And
America had provoked the Soviets by
refusing to disarm unilaterally and thereby
ensure world peace - as the European
democracies had ensured peace by



success of the system, the greater the
guilt. It followed that, along with the
chemist, the auto maker, the pharmacist,
and the nuclear engineer, one of the most
persecuted victims of the process should
be the American farmer. He had, after all,
raised productivity to a point where three
percent of the population could not only
feed the country better than seventy
percent had been able to a century earlier,
but could also export a hefty surplus -
freeing lots of intellectuals to write in
comfort on the evils of production and to
campaign for the
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years of harassment from inquisitorial
regulators and political activists seeking to
ban everything from fertilizers to farm
mechanization, Malcolm sold out and
moved the family to California, where he
invested the proceeds in an agricultural-
machinery business that provided a
reasonable living. Throughout Lewis's
teenage years, Malcolm had continued to
rage about "corporate socialism" - by
which he meant the agribusiness giant
that had bought the land in Iowa - as
much as Julia warned against collectivism.
It no more represented the spirit of
America, he used to fume, than the liberal-
socialist element in Washington, and had



Thus, one of Lewis's parents was a
refugee from a tyranny that had destroyed
the worth of a lifetime's labor; the other
had been a victim of legalized witch-
hunting in the name of ideology.
Reflection on these things produced a
deep sense of resentment and injustice in
Lewis as a youth. He concluded that there
were no such things as inalienable
"natural" rights. The only rights that
meant anything were those that could be
defended - by custom, by law, and, if
necessary, by force.

McCain graduated from UCLA at twenty-
two with BA degrees in Political History
and Modern Languages. These
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community. Hence, when, desperate to
escape from the tedium of California farm-
country life, he attended on-campus
interviews for entry into the armed
services, a recruiter from another
department of the government pounced
on him instead. So, he'd ended up back at
school, this time with the UDIA at its
training center in Maryland. Upon
completion of the course he went to its
headquarters to work as an administrative
assistant, which he fondly assumed would
be a cover title for more exciting and
glamorous things. But the job turned out
to be just what it said - clerk - and for two
boring years he proved his loyalty by
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material, and checking facts . . . and
checking them again, and then rechecking
them. The experience turned out to be
vital to becoming an effective agent.

Since then he'd spent some years in
Europe with NATO intelligence, which was
followed by six months back in the US for
intensive training on such things as codes
and communications, observation,
security, concealment and evasion,
weapons and self-defense, breaking and
entering, lock picking, safe cracking,
wiretaps, bugs, and other noble arts. After
that he'd gone back to Europe to be
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advanced Russian - he'd spoken Czech and
German, which Julia and Ralph had often
conversed in, since he was a boy. From
there he'd been sent on a series of
assignments in the Far East, beginning
with a position at the US embassy in
Tokyo. His last job before being recalled to
Washington for the Pedestal mission was
developing a network of intelligence
contacts and sources in Peking. And
through all of it, everything he'd seen
reinforced his original conviction that the
Western way wasn't such a bad way to
live. Yet there were lots of people out
there who for one reason or another, real



McCain sat up. It was too early for lunch.
Protbornov entered, accompanied by a
major called Uskayev. Behind them was a
guard carrying a canvas bag. Protbornov
looked around, his dark eyes moving
casually beneath their heavy lids. He took
a blue pack of Russian cigarettes from one
of the pockets of his tunic, selected one,
and almost as if it were an afterthought
offered the pack to McCain. McCain shook
his head. "You must be feeling almost at
home here by now," Protbornov rumbled.
"Well, how would you say we have treated
you? Not unfairly, I trust?"

"It could be worse," McCain agreed
neutrally.



convince you ttial we r1cdlly arc 1ot 50
uncivilized. You do have an extraordinarily
suspicious nature, you know, Mr.
Earnshaw - an impediment for a journalist,
I would
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have thought. Your female companion
thinks so, too. I'd imagine that many
people you've met in life have said the
same. Have you ever thought about that?
Is it possible, do you think, that you could
be wrong on some things, and that the
consensus of others might have some
merit?" He flipped casually through the
pages of the book, and then, either



>dW  UosKaycEv walChing nim Closcly, arid
forced himself to suppress any flicker of
reaction.

"I don't think it's a good idea to be too
influenced by other people's opinions,"
McCain said.

"Your Air Force scientist friend would
agree with you on that," Protbornov
replied, searching McCain's face as he
spoke. "A most obstinate woman. But be
that as it may, she recognizes the
importance of the present situation and its
relevance to world security, and she has
agreed to cooperate responsibly by
making a public statement of the kind we
have requested." Protbornov gestured in
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you adopted a more reasonable attitude
than the one you've been showing, well,
anything is possible. If not. . ." he
shrugged again, "what happens then will
be up to the Kremlin. But as I said, it is no
longer of primary importance to us."

McCain looked at him  almost
contemptuously. "I expected something
better than that. Don't tell me you're
slipping."

Protbornov seemed to have been
prepared for as much. "Policy decisions
are not my concern," he said. "My job is
simply to carry them out. For whatever
reason, orders have come through for you
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conversations than ours tend to be." He
indicated the bag that the guard had
placed on the table. "Collect your
belongings. You are to be transferred
immediately."

McCain began gathering together the
clothes and personal effects that he had
been given. "With a personal send-off by
the general? Why so honored?"
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"Why not? I feel we have come to know
one another a little in the course of the
past three weeks, even if your attitude has



we dcsire No rard reciungs«

McCain went around the partition to
retrieve his toilet articles. So far the whole
thing had been an exercise in testing and
probing for weaknesses, to be exploited
later - and probably the same with Paula,
too. What for? he wondered. There was a
lot more behind it all than he had
unraveled so far.

"So, where to?" he asked as he came
back out, closing the bag. "Earthside?"

"Nothing so exciting, I'm afraid,"
Protbornov replied. The guard was holding
the door open. "It's expensive to ship
people between here and Earth. Why
should we pay the bill for returning one of
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then, you remain here on Tereshkova, at a
place called Zamork." A guard went ahead.
Protbornov walked by McCain, with the
major a pace behind, while the guard who
had held the door brought up the rear.

"Oh, you mean the gulag that you've
got up here," McCain said. Zamork was on
the edge of the town known as Novyi
Kazan, and was labeled vaguely on the
maps as a detention facility. "I always
admired how faithful a copy this is of the
Mother Country."

"Oh, don't think of Zamork as a gulag,"
Protbornov said breezily. "Times are



seeing the last of each other."

"I'm sure the Fates have it in store for
us to meet again."

"What about Paula Shelmer? Will she be
moving too?"

"We have received no orders concerning
her." There was a short silence. Then
Protbornov added, "However, she is in
good health and spirits. I thought you
might like to know."

"Thanks."

Ten minutes later, McCain, accompanied
by two armed guards, boarded a magdrive
car at a monorail terminal un-
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Soon afterward, they departed around
Tereshkova's peripheral ring, bound for
the town of Novyi Kazan.

CHAPTER NINE

According to the Soviet publicity
material, Novyi Kazan was a center for
arts, sports, and education, intended to
provide rest, relaxation, and a contrast to
Turgenev's administrative bustle and the
scientific-industrial concentration at
Landausk. The travel guides made little
mention of its including a prison. Maybe,
McCain thought as he looked out of the
speeding monorail car, that was what the



containing three pairs of double seats
facing each other on either side of a
central aisle, but its only other occupants
besides McCain were two armed guards.
Evidently this one was not for public use.
It had left the jumble of Turgenev's high-
rise core and moved out along the valley
that he and Paula had viewed from the
terrace high over the town's square on the
day of their arrival. On one side, the
central strip was an irregular ribbon of
green, wandering among grassy mounds,
clumps of shrubs, and occasional trees,
with a stream threading its way from pool
to pool between rocky banks as it collected
cataracts tumbling in from the valley sides.
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plenty of people, alone, in pairs, and in
groups, talking, walking, or just sitting and
watching the water; a woman was feeding
ducks, and two boys were sailing a boat.
Above it all, the twin ribbon-suns curved
away out of sight in their artificial sky.
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In an earlier century, the Russian
empress Catherine the Great had decided
to tour the countryside to observe the
living conditions of the people for herself.
Her chief adviser, Grigory Potemkin, sent
advance parties ahead of the royal
entourage to erect a whole make-believe
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loaned for the occasion, and dance, wave,
strew flowers, and cheer to maintain the
illusion. Afterward, scores of Western
observers who had traveled with the royal
party returned home filled with
enthusiasm and admiration by the scenes
they had witnessed. As McCain stared out
of the window of the monorail car, he
thought back to the reports he'd read by
excited visitors to Valentina Tereshkova,
bringing to the world their revelation of
the changed face of communism. Just as
others had come back with glowing
accounts of Hitler's Germany in the 1930's.
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machinery piled around the base of the
minor spoke, which was known as
Agricultural Station 3 and possessed a
geometry every bit as irregular and
disorienting as that of the town. The roof
here was clear for some distance on either
side of where the spoke passed through,
giving a breathtaking glimpse of the
spoke's entire length, soaring away to the
hub structure a half mile overhead.
Another half mile above that was the far
side of the ring, and beyond, an
endlessness of space and stars. The sight
made the enclosing walls of Valentina
Tereshkova suddenly seem very thin and



through more of the agricultural zone, all
pretty much as before, and finally entered
the outskirts of Novyi Kazan. Houses and
apartments appeared strewn down the
valley sides as at Turgenev, but with more
greenery and water; a sports field came
and went, with figures playing soccer, and
the view ahead became one of buildings
merging and rising toward another chaotic
downtown center. Then the track entered
a tunnel.
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The car slowed, and McCain watched
through the front window as it lurched to



console under the window, which
appeared to be the driver's position when
the car was being operated manually, and
the car halted before a sturdy-looking
metal door closing off the track ahead. A
tone sounded, and an officer's face
appeared on the console screen. "Prisoner
two-seven-one-zero-six for admission," the
guard said. The officer consulted
something off-screen, then leaned forward
to operate a control. A camera mounted
inside the car pivoted slowly to survey the
interior, pausing for a few seconds when it
came to McCain's face. Then the door
ahead slid open. The car moved through
and stopped beside a platform. The



They were in what looked like a loading
and unloading bay, with the track
branching into two lines that ran parallel
between service platforms for a distance
and then merged again  before
disappearing through another door at the
far end, also closed. More guards were
standing on the platform that McCain and
his escorts had stepped out onto. With
them was a group of a dozen or so men in
plain gray jackets and matching pants with
scarlet stripes, who began filing into the
car. They were of various colors and races,
and McCain guessed them to be from the
place that he was on his way to. Several of
them glanced curiously at him as he



rericeCLled as e walked DEIWECT e gudrds
toward the door opening off the platform.

Behind the door was a guardpost, inside
which McCain saw the officer who had
appeared on the screen within the car. A
short corridor brought them to a stairway
and elevator. They took the stairs up a
level and crossed a hall containing rows of
seats to enter a room with a counter
running along one side, where the senior
of the two escorts from Turgenev
produced papers for the duty sergeant to
sign. Then a captain came out of a room
at the back to take charge, and the escorts
departed. The captain asked the rou-
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sergeant duly entered into a terminal on
the counter. Then McCain was conducted
through to an examination room, where
he waited forty minutes for the doctor to
be found to perform a physical check. At
last, after being fingerprinted,
voiceprinted,  blood-sampled, facially
scanned for computerized mug-shotting,
typed, tested, measured, and weighed all
over again, he was given an outfit like the
ones he had just seen in the monorail
terminal. The captain handed back the bag
he had brought with him, along with
another containing a spare change of
clothes. Finally he told McCain to hold out
his left arm.
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pulled back the sleeve of h|s jacket, and
the sergeant clipped an electronic unit on
a red, plastic-coated band around his
wrist, and then crimped and sealed it with
a special tool. The captain pressed a
button, and two more guards appeared
from a door at the back of the room.

"This is your key to the areas which you
are authorized to enter," the captain told
McCain, indicating the wristband. "Security
is mostly electronic at Zamork. Guards are
too valuable here to stand around doing
nothing, and the same applies to
prisoners. Therefore you will be required
to work a minimum-forty-eight-hour week.
Your duties will be assigned by the
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Movement outside quarters after curfew,
and attempts to cross the compound
perimeter or to leave designated work
areas in other parts of the colony are
strictly forbidden - although escape from
Valentina Tereshkova is, of course, quite
impossible. Do you have any immediate
questions?"

"What about communications with my
government and messages home?"

"That does not fall within my area of
authority."

"Whose area of authority does it fall in?"



"So who's in charge of this whole
place?"
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"The governor is Lieutenant General
Fedorov."

"So, how do I talk to him?"

"When he decides he wishes to talk to
you. You will be interviewed by your block
commandant later. Bring the matter up
with him. In the meantime, you report to
the foreman in billet B-three. The guards
will take you there."
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the door came on as McCain approached,
and a moment later went out again,
accompanied by a beep. On the far side
was a wide thoroughfare running
crossways, with lime-green walls that were
featureless except for welding seams and
bundles of piping. There were large
doorways opening off at intervals. It
suggested, if anything, an enclosed street.
Figures in gray tunics, singly and in pairs
and groups, were walking on both sides,
while in the center an electric tractor was
hauling a trailer loaded with boxes. Just
two guards were visible, pacing slowly
together some distance away and looking
more like street cops. McCain and his two
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of fixed bars, with a center section
consisting of a sliding barred gate, which
was open. A sign above read BLOCK A.
Farther on they came to a similar gate,
this time labeled BLOCK B. A red light
came on as McCain followed the first
guard through, then went out with a beep.
McCain had the feeling that he could get
really tired of red lights and beeps before
very much longer.

They were at one end of a more-or-less-
square hall, with two rows of doors facing
each other across a broad center space.
On a higher level above, two more rows of
identical doors looked down from behind
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from all four sides. At the near end of the
hall were several long tables with benches,
at which men were loosely scattered,
some in groups, others sitting alone. As
with the group that McCain had seen
boarding the monorail car, they were a
mix of races and types. Some were
reading,
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one writing, others playing cards, while
many just sat. In the open area beyond
the tables, more were standing talking,
and others were gathered in a circle



the hall, McCain caught babbles of
different languages. The voices dropped
for a moment as he passed by the tables,
and curious eyes followed him. They came
to one of the doors on the right, which
carried a large "3" painted in yellow. One
of the guards gestured toward it. McCain
stepped forward; the red light lit and the
beeper beeped. He tried the door, and it
opened. Without a word the two guards
turned and left. McCain pushed the door
wide and stepped through. The light was
dimmer than in the area outside, and he
paused for his eyes to adjust. Then he
moved on inside, letting the door close
behind him.
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deposited the two bags he was carrying on
the table nearest the door. To left and
right, the space along the sides of the
room was partitioned into a series of five
or six bays, each of which contained two
double-tier bunks, one alongside the
partition on each side, separated by a
narrow aisle containing kit lockers. There
were pictures adorning the walls in places,
some mugs and eating utensils on shelves,
books, a long, carved wooden pipe resting
in a bowl, and an unfinished game of
chess on one of the tables. The place
looked reasonably clean, but had a distinct
odor of too many bodies living in too



of the room, and as McCain's hearing
adapted to the quiet after the hubbub
outside, he discerned sounds of
movement. A moment later a figure
appeared framed in the far doorway,
holding a broom. McCain waited. The man
shuffled out and approached around the
farmost table. He was of Oriental
appearance, lithely built, and wearing a
black skullcap in addition to the regulation
gray tunic. As he came closer, McCain
found that he had an abstruse face that
managed to
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surprisingly smooth everywhere else. His
chin sprouted a short beard that was
turning gray, but his stare was bright and
alert like that of a curious child.

"You must be the American," he said.
"My name is Nakajima-Lin Kohmei-Tso-
Liang." His voice and expression were
neutral, carrying neither undue warmth
nor hostility. McCain was instantly
confused. The construction was typically
Asiatic with the family name coming first,
but the double name itself was a
composite of Japanese and Chinese; the
first of the given names following sounded
Japanese, but the other two were Chinese.
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Koh."

"Lewis Earnshaw," McCain responded.
"Most people call me Lew."

Koh came to where McCain was
standing and indicated the lower tier of
the bunk by the first partition to the left.
"Your place will be there," he said. He
nodded toward the corner bunk behind
McCain's right. As McCain had noticed with
some of the other bunks, its upper cot was
hinged upright out of the way. It
suggested that the place was not occupied
to full capacity at present. "I live across
there. It seems, therefore, that for a while
we are to be neighbors." Koh spoke



table and moved across. "Well, I guess
that's fine with me. Does your name make
you Japanese or Chinese?"

"A mixture of the two, which goes back
many generations. Appropriate to this
century."

"I've spent some time in both countries.
It sounds as if you were expecting me."

"The billet foreman is usually notified
when a new arrival is due."

"What exactly is a foreman?"
"You are not familiar with the system?"
"How could I be?"
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"No, I only just arrived."

Koh nodded. "I see. Every billet has a
foreman. It's a trusted category of inmates
who are responsible for discipline, take
complaints to the right quarters, and hand
out work assignments. Ours is called
Luchenko, a Russian." He gestured
vaguely in the direction of the far end of
the room with his free hand. "His place is
back there. He'll talk to you when he gets
back."

"So, what's he like?"

"Oh, some days good, some days not so
good. Most times okay."



"You pick up a kit at OI - dishes, eating
implements, and so on."

"What's OI?"

"The Official Issue store, in the Core
complex across Gorky Street."

"Gorky Street?"

"Outside the block mess area - where
you just came along. If you wish, I will
show you the way when I'm finished."

"Are you here all the time, Koh?"

"One half day each week is for cleaning.
This week it's my turn. It provides a
welcome opportunity to think in peace and



"A year, roughly."

McCain nodded absently and stepped
back to survey the bunk above his, trying
to gauge something about the person who
would be his closest neighbor. There were
several raun-chily explicit pinups attached
to the head end of the partition, a rock
magazine cover showing a pop group in
action behind a star-spangled logo in the
shape of the letters "USA," and, folded on
the pillow below, an Ohio State University
T-shirt. "What are you in here for?" he
inquired.



McCain turned and studied his face for a
second, then nodded. "Da."
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"Where are you from in America?" Koh
went on, still in Russian. "Have you been
on Tereshkova long? What was your
offense?"

McCain saw the point and nodded
resignedly. "I don't know you," he agreed,
switching back to English.

"Nor I, you. As you obviously already
understand, one learns not to ask such
questions of strangers."



"Unlikely," Koh conceded. "But then
again you might, if you were being very
clever."

"Are they often very clever?"

"No. But when they are, that's when
they're at their most dangerous."

McCain sighed. There was nothing he
could say to alleviate all suspicions
instantly. It would take time and patience.
He sat down on his bunk and turned his
attention to transferring the contents of
his bags into his locker. "Who's the guy
upstairs?" he asked, changing the subject.
"Looks like another American."



ndve surarnge nnpressiorls or AmeriCar e,
especially with regard to racial tensions,
which their propagandists exaggerate.
They also have a strange sense of humor.
Lu-chenko thought it would be funny to
put the American under the black man."
He turned and began walking back toward
the far end of the room. "Toilets and
washing facilities are through there. T'll
take you over to OI when I'm through."

"So, what did this Zigandan guy do for
America that caused him to wind up here

. or is that something we don't ask
about, too?" McCain called after him.

"Oh no, everybody knows about that.
He gave them a top-secret Russian plane -
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believe that the whole thing wasn't a put-
up job."

"What made them so sure?" McCain
asked.

"It was elementary. Equipment
produced under a Marxist economy, they
pointed out, cannot malfunction."

CHAPTER TEN

Dr. Philip Kress, from the Brookhaven
National Laboratory on Long Island, stared
out unhappily from behind the table of
panel members at the rows of delegates to
the Third Conference on Communications
Physics, sponsored by the Japanese



why the underwater neutrino-detection
experiments have given ambiguous
results," he said. "The biggest problem all
along has been statistical. We're talking
about trying to separate out a very few
real events from an enormous background
noise. Whichever way you approach it, you
end up subtracting one big number from
another big number, neither of them
guaranteed absolutely, to vyield a very
small number, which is the answer you're
looking for. It's a tricky problem, and
we're working on it. What else can I say?"
He tossed up a hand to indicate that he
was through and sat back in his chair to
light his pipe.



0O Side 101 rdruner cormmimerntc 1rom  Uie
others. "Okay? Any more questions from
the floor? No? Good. Well, there is one
announcement before we end the session
for lunch. Would all those who - "

"One question." A Japanese about
halfway back near one of the aisles stood
up. In the fifth row, Dr. Melvin Bowers,
from the Plasma Physics Institute at
Livermore, California, sighed and looked at
his watch. He was getting hungry, and
speculations about communicating Vvia
neutrinos beamed through the solid Earth
weren't his field. He shifted in his seat and
tried to recall the name of the bar in the
city that
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Sam and Max said they'd found the
night before - the one with the
u